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Mauser was covering Alexander, ready to fire again.
All this General Georges realized in the twinkling
of an eye. He did not hesitate. He flung open
the left-hand door of the car and sprang into the
street.

The agent, Celestin Galy, on duty in the street
opposite the Bourse, was armed with a revolver, but he
did not draw it. He heard the shouting of the crowd
change to angry murmurs. He strode forward, but
he did not hear the shots. He put his right hand on
the shoulder of the assassin, who was crouching in at
the window of the car, and he ordered him to get off,
Vlada the Chauffeur at once turned upon him and shot
him through the stomach. The police agent fell, rolling
in agony in the street.

The mob then knew for certain that it was
assassination. Pandemonium was let loose in the
Canebifcre. The policeman-driver, Foissac, had got
down from his seat and invited death by pulling the
Bulgarian by the tail of his coat. But by that time
General Georges had got round and he rushed up to
the assassin to seize him by the collar. But Vlada the
Chauffeur turned about with rapidity, covered General
Georges with his Mauser, firing at once and wounding
him in the side, then taking precise aim, and shooting
him in the region of the heart. The general tumbled
backwards, but with two more shots the murderer put
bullets through his right arm and his left arm.

Meanwhile Barthou, who had been shot in the right
arm above the elbow, staggered out of the car into the
street by the door which General Georges had left open.
An artery had been severed. His blood flowed in a
stream, gushed from him, splattering the pavement and
the coats of the howling mob.

Jevtitch got out of the second car, a diminutive,
perturbed figure in frock coat and top hat, hurrying
anxiously between policemen and sightseers. He got
into the King's car by the open door by which Barthou